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With These Rings 


"I still think 1t sucks that you can't even call home when you're going 
to be gone for six weeks!" Aimee said. 

"It totally sucks," her husband agreed. Alan drew his new bride 
into his arms and kissed her soundly. "But it's hard to keep a top secret 
facility hidden with a mooncalf bridegroom calling home every hour on 
the hour like he wants to.” He nuzzled her cheek and whispered in her ear, 
"But I'm being well paid for the extra trouble. When I’m back from 
installing this biometric security system, we ll have the money and time 
for a fabulous honeymoon." 

"I know...but it’s hard," Aimee sighed. 

"After six weeks it will be very hard," Alan said with a naughty 
smirk. 

Aimee reached a hand into Alan’s pants and began to play with 
what she found there. "I should send you off with a raging hard-on. It 
would serve you right." 

"Don’t be cruel, dear heart. [have a little present for you to console 
you while I’m gone." 

"Really! A nice present?” she said, unzipping his pants slowly. 

"Very nice. I made it myself and no one else has anything like it." 

"Well, if you’ve been thoughtful, how can I be any less? And I 
guess sending you off on a road trip stiff and hard is a bad idea on general 
principles." She’d finished exposing her husband’s manhood and settled 
down on the arm of the couch in their living room where they’d been 
standing. The couple had bought this couch for their home with its utility 
for convenient oral sex in mind since it was a big part of the sexual 
repertoire. Sitting on the arm of the couch, she was at the perfect height for 
fellatio when he was standing. With a few deft strokes, Aimee stiffened 
her mate right up, and then popped his cock into her talented mouth. The 
cabbie would be here soon, so Aimee wasted no time, bobbing her head up 
and down slightly out of phase with her stroking hands. In no time at all, 
she was swallowing his cum as a dutiful wife should. 

Alan seemed a little unsteady on his feet. "After a draining like 
that, I should just sleep for six weeks." He drew her up to stand beside 
him. "Are you ready for your present?" he asked. 

"Ready and waiting," Aimee replied. 

"All right, then. Close your eyes..." he waited until she had 
complied, and then finished, "...and hold out your tits." 

One of Aimee’s eyes popped open. "My what?" 

"Your tits. Anyone can say, “Close your eyes and hold out your 
hands.’ You’ ve married a bioengineer, and now you'll get a hint of how 
good it’s going to be." 
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Aimee’s face seemed a bit dubious, but she dutifully closed her eyes and 
unbuttoned her blouse. As usual around the house, she wasn't wearing a brassiere for 
lack of any need for such a garment. In truth, the only curves she had on her chest 
comprised the very puffy areoles. Aimee felt her husband doing something obscure to 
her left nipple. It felt nice — very nice. Any touch to her nipples felt very nice. There 
was a moment when a bit of coldness touched it, and she felt her breastbud stiffen up 
slightly. Then, Alan turned his attention to her right breast, and Aimee felt a slight bit 
of residual sensation on the left. A few seconds later, he removed his hands from her 
entirely, and there was the faint click of an electrical switch. 

"AHHHH!" was the only vocalization Aimee could make when twin surges of 
sexual pleasure blasted into her through her nipples. She bent at the waist and her 
hands flew to cover her tiny breasts, but that did nothing to halt the continuous barrage 
of sensation. She got her eyes open a crack and moved her hands a bit so she could see 
what was happening to her. She beheld that each of her nipples had a ring slipped over 
it so that it was settled against the base of the organ where it joined the areole below it. 
The rings each twinkled with the light of minute LED’s flashing on their surfaces. 

"Direct pleasure induction," Alan explained succinctly. 

Aimee said nothing yet, but tentatively brushed her buds with her fingertips. 
She could barely feel any difference when she did so, and she deduced that every 
pleasure-sensing nerve her nipples possessed must have already been signaling at its 
maximum possible rate. 

"Let’s see if I can give as good as I got." Alan said. He sat on the couch and 
tugged his still stunned and unresisting wife closer to him. He slid his hands up under 
her skirt and divested her of her panties in one smooth pull. Then he tucked his head 
up under her skirt and let his tongue dart out to tease the pearl at the top her girl- 
crease. 

Aimee let out an ululation that was even less articulate that her previous one, 
and her hands flew from her chest to her skirt, pressing inward so as to mash Alan’s 
head more firmly against her crotch. She arched her back to improve the angle so that 
he could more readily apply loving tongue-strokes to her sweet spot. 

Nipple play had always been an important part of Aimee’s sexuality. To her, 
sex without involving her tips would be like Christmas without presents. But Alan’s 
ornaments had taken her to the next quantum, and she raced...well, "lickety-split" ... 
towards her climax. From a standing start to screaming orgasm was a matter of less 
than a minute. 

Aimee was scarcely aware of being lowered gently to the couch in the aftermath 
of her intense experience and the continuing stimulation of her nipples until the latter 
stopped abruptly. Her eyes flashed open wide to see Alan put the seemingly magical 
rings in a bowl on the end table. "Ill just leave these here for you, to console you 
while I’m gone," he said. "Just don’t overdo them. In six weeks I want you panting for 
my return, not thoroughly sated with all the cummings you’ve made for yourself." 

She nodded weakly, but happily, and just then a taxi beeped for Alan’s attention. 
He bent down and kissed her soundly. "I love you, dear. P11 miss you every minute 
I’m gone." 


She nuzzled him and let her hands slide through his hair. "And I 
love you. Take care." Alan hoisted his suitcase and set off with a jaunty 
wave. 

Aimee just sat on the couch for several minutes after the cab had 
left the driveway, letting her panted breathing settle down a bit. Then she 
glanced over to her left to glimpse the twinkling rings where they lay in the 
crystal bowl. With the sly grin to herself, she leaned over and took them 
with her hand. She held them close to better inspect them. The inner surface 
and the edges appeared to be made of bright silver, and the upper surface 
was jet black metal. The minute flashes of blue and red seemed to come 
from LEDs buried beneath the smooth outer surface of the bands. She 
guessed that they been custom-built for her since their diameter was 
perfectly suited to be slipped over her nipples. 

She was intensely interested in trying the rings” capability a second 
time, so with her free hand she pinched her nipples lightly so that they 
would stiffen up, the better to receive the rings. With her left hand she 
supported her left areole-breast, and with the right hand she slid one of the 
rings into place. For a second time a sensation of utter ecstasy flowed into 


her. It actually took her several tries to get the second ring properly 
positioned, so distracted was she. 

Aimee made another trial of her previous experiment, tickling and 
nipping at her buds with her fingertips trying to improve the sensation. 


The result was the same as before: there was no improvement because it 
simply couldn't feel any better. For many minutes, Aimee just let the 


sensations wash over her and drifted in an erotic haze. At length, without 
having formed a truly conscious decision to do so, her hand drifted 
downwards and under her skirt. In that her panties were still down around 


her ankles where her husband had left them, her fingers encountered only 
her neatly trimmed bush. 


Her questing fingertips encountered so much fluid that Aimee was 
startled out of her reverie for a moment. "I’ve never been so wet," she 
murmured with astonishment. She explored her hidden places as if for the 


first time, her appreciation for her own anatomy having seemingly been 
reset by her unprecedented level of excitement. Relatively shortly however, 
© her wandering digits bumped up against her throbbing clitoris, which was 


straining upwards as far as its tiny makeup allowed. 
That touch recalled for Aimee the reason why she brought her hand 
here in the first place and she fell immediately into her favorite masturbatory 
= mode, with two fingers straddling her pearl and vibrating in a side to side 
action. She’d "let her fingers do the walking" over a thousand times in her 


life, but ithad never been like this. With the rings’ high-tech encouragement, 
her nipples seemed to act as turbochargers for her clit, and she came like 
freight train, three times in rapid succession. 

2 Then with an act of will, Aimee yanked her hand away from her 


wat. With great reluctance, she pulled the rings from her breasts and 


collapsed. Finally, she rose on unsteady legs and put the rings back in t 
bowl. "I'd better grab a quick shower,” she wheezed, "If I take one mo 
moment on this I'm going to be late for work. But as Monday morning 
go, this has been one of the best!" 
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With such fond memories so recently behind her, Aimee had a 
relatively enjoyable day as she worked at her job as a high school history 
teacher. She even surprised her class by smiling at one of the class clown’s 
disruptive antics. She was a little later than usual arriving home, having 
decided that, with her husband being away, she needn’t rush home to have 
dinner with him and could catch up a bit of a backlog she’d accumulated 
grading papers. Therefore, by the time she’d opened her front door and 
stepped into her living room she was feeling rather hungry. But when 
Aimee’s eyes fell upon the crystal bowl, another appetite surged into 
dominance. She happily removed her blouse and the bra that she wore 
only so that her students couldn’t say, "I saw the teacher’s titties!" Then 
she scooped up the magic rings and climbed the stairs to the bedroom, 
divesting herself of skirt and panties and she went. 

Aimee hurled herself onto the bed and stretched all the kinks out of her 
muscles until all of tension of the day had been dispersed. Then she settled 
herself comfortably on her back and slipped the rings into place. 
Immediately the rings worked their charm and Aimee was treated to the 
full force of her breasts’ erotic potential. Her first intention was to proceed 
as she had that morning and obtain climax as quickly as possible. But then 
she decided to gainsay that plan and let her hands explore other parts of 
her body. She caressed her own midriff slowly and teasingly, performing 
efflurage upon her own tummy for a while. Then she massaged her own 
neck and hair. It had been a long time since she had treated herself to such 
a self-reflective pleasuring and she let it go on for quite a while. Only 
when her own skin’s hunger for touch was completely stated did she allow 
her hands to visit at last the moist vale of her sex. Her experience once she 
had vouchsafed to touch herself intimately was the same as it had been 
that morning: her orgasmic response was magnified powerfully by a strange 
synergy with the sparkling rings, and her climax was explosive. 

When she had finished spasming, the rumble from her tummy 
reminded her that she was way past her usual dinnertime. She took off the 
rings and was startled to notice how much time had passed while she had 
been preoccupied with her own sensuality. She put the rings on the table 
beside the head of the bed, then padded off on bare feet to get some supper. 


oOo 
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Once more just before bed she used the rings to propel herself to a 
draining orgasm, and then again the next morning. Back at work the next 
day, whenever the moment did not demand her attention, she found herself 
she thinking about the pleasures that she would make for herself that night, 
daydreaming about her own breasts. When the end of the school day came, 
Aimee decided that she could leave right away and leave the grading of 
papers to her prep period. She raced home and went directly for the rings. 
Beyond the incredible pleasure, she also felt a palpable sense of relief of a 
kind of craving as soon as the rings were in position on the tips of her 
breasts. Several times during the evening, she let her new toys console her 
as they’d been designed to do, reveling in the pleasure they brought. 

The next day passed similarly, but on Thursday just before 
lunchtime, Aimee conceived the idea of running home during her lunch 
hour for a bit of technological "afternoon delight." Although there was just 
barely enough time for such an endeavor, Aimee found the idea so attractive 
that she bolted from her classroom the moment the lunch bell rang. She 
raced home, yanked her bra out of the way and donned the rings. One 
frantic finger fuck later, she was heading back to school as fast as she 


dared. With only seconds to spare, she reached her room and the fourth 
period class that was waiting for her there. 

On Friday, Aimee managed to resist the temptation to leave the 
school grounds for lunch, but at the end of the day with the workweek 


behind her, she was perhaps even hungrier than before for her rectitude. 
Once she could put on her rings, she paradoxically was filled with both 


excitement and relief at the same time. A naughty thought occurred to her, 
and she impulsively decided to go out for dinner wearing the rings so as to 
let her arousal build before doing something about it. She repositioned her 


bra and buttoned up her blouse again, and then walked back out the door 
and down the block to a small neighborhood restaurant she and Alan fancied. 


It appealed to a hidden wayward part of her to engage in this covert 
mammary masturbation right in front of the familiar neighbors and servers, 
smiling and acting normally while being titty-tickled to absolute distraction. 


After downing a fine dinner of spaghetti, garlic toast, and beer, Aimee 


7 © walked quickly back home with girl-juice trickling down the insides of her 
thighs. 


After ducking in the bathroom, Aimee jumped into her bed eagerly. 
) But once again, she decided to do something different. Though she let her 


hand to go to her slit, she did not immediately drive herself to the edge as 
she had done before. Rather, she tickled her pearl with featherlight touches 
and teasing strokes. After a few minutes even this light stimulation was 
threatening to bring her to the edge because of the power of the rings and 
the length of time she had been wearing them. But as she felt her body 
tense for climax, she pulled her fingertips away and slid backwards away 
from the peak. She left a few moments pass, and then reached out again 






and tickled herself a few more times until she was once more danci 
along the border of the precipice of passion’s oblivion. Again she desist 

at the last possible moment, and her body cried out silently in negation a 
it slipped once again back away from her climax. Over and over again, she 
teased herself so, giving herself a glimpse of paradise and then forbearing 
to pass through the gate. 

She quite lost count of how many times she had denied herself. 
Near the end, she had reached the place where just a tiny little tap of a 
fingertip on the head of her swollen clitoris was all the stimulation she 
could give herself without being swept over the brink. Finally the moment 
came when she miscalculated, and even the lightest touch that she could 
give herself was sufficient unto the deed. Though she yanked her hand 
away immediately, she felt her body stiffen as that indescribable moment 
when climax becomes inevitable overtook her. She wasn’t even touching 
herself, but the avalanche had begun and never had the moment of 
anticipation seemed to so long. Then the release came more powerfully 
than any time in her life. This phase also seemed also to be unnaturally 
prolonged and her bed shuddered as if in an earthquake as her wild 
contortions rocked it. 

The power of this ultimate climax, coming on top of a long week 
and a hard day at work — and also coming on top of a big dinner of pasta 
and beer — overpowered Aimee’s nervous system. In spite of the fact that 
she was still wearing the rings, she succumbed to sleep. 


oOo 


Aimee found herself in a room she did not recognize. There was a 
peculiar gold haze softening everything she could see, but somehow this 
didn’t bother her. She didn’t dwell on the appearance of things, for her 
attention was drawn by the luxurious softness of the satin sheets upon 
which she lay. She stretched and rolled like a happy tabby cat so as to offer 
every inch of her skin to the sumptuous surface. Nowhere on her body 
seemed to be more sensitive than her breasts. She adopted a posture 
facedown, propped up slightly on her elbows so that she could draw her 
tiny breasts against the shiny golden fabric over and over. The more she 
rubbed the better in felt, and soon she was lost in the wonder of it all. 

She felt a warm hand caress her shoulder, and then slide downwards 
along her spine and across the firm curve of her bottom. When it slipped 
between her thighs, she moaned lightly. Nothing about this scene distressed 
or dismayed her, strangely enough. Not even when second and then a third 
hand began to caress her. She continued to drag her tiny but sensitive breasts 
across the luscious satin, even though shortly there were a dozen talented 
hands seeking out her erogenous places. 
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After an undefinable time, Aimee felt herself being lifted and turned face up 
on the gilded bed. A half dozen appealing lovers surrounded her like drones around a 
queen bee, and they returned to their task of drawing every nuance of pleasure from 
each square inch of her body. Their hands and tongues seemed to be everywhere: from 
her feet to her hair and everyplace in between. But nowhere was their loving attention 
more lavishly paid than to her little puffy breasts. 

Operating on instinct, Aimee reached out with her hands to two of the large 
stiffened pricks that belonged to her lovers. She rewarded the two of her swains nearest 
her by jerking their cocks spasmodically. Before long, she felt the two organs she held 
quiver and pump against her palms. An instant later, they were both spurting an arc of 
white fluid through the air. Each barrage landed squarely on one of her breasts with a 
faint splat. 

Aimee screamed out in the uttermost of pleasure as the fluid spattered her. 
When she forced her eyes open, she saw the opalescent white droplets seem to soak 
into her areoles. This was followed a moment later by movement as those pink 
hemispheres surged upwards a quarter inch as her chest developed a tiny bit of curvature. 
Hastily she reached out, trying to find fresh, full cock, and her lovers shifted their 
position to accommodate her intent. Frantically, she pumped another load of sperm 
onto her breasts and was rewarded as before with another blast of ecstasy and another 
surge of growth. 

She found another pair of fresh penises and milked them for another quantum 
of growth. Her lovers shifted places again, the first pair having recovered their erections 
in the meantime. She went on and on, and each dose she evoked from her swains 
seemed to be more effective at causing pleasure and growth than the last. After a time, 
though, Aimee couldn't seem to reach fresh meat and she focused for a moment to 
figure out why. Her breasts had become enormous — huge globes poised ponderously 
above her, their weight pinning her to the bed. It was no longer necessary to use her 
hands on the men around her: she was so engorged that all six could cluster about her 
and rub their erections against her globes simultaneously. She felt them squirting their 
potent fluids onto her from all sides and she could only lie there and quiver in mammary 
ecstasy while she continued to grow and grow... 


oOo 


The sunlight from a glorious early summer morning slipped between two slats 
of the miniblinds in Aimee’s bedroom and woke her from her wet dream. A tiny piece 
of her mind registered enough to think, "I went all night with the rings on!" But the 
bulk of her consciousness was still bound up with her nocturnal fantasy. She could do 
nothing else until she had masturbated enough to discharge some of the vast sexual 
tension she had accumulated. 

When that had been accomplished, Aimee brought her hands up and snatched 
the rings off her nipples. She regretted it immediately — the ending of the stimulation 
left her with a sort of hunger that she felt acutely. But for the moment, she managed to 
set the black and silver bands down on the table and sit trembling on the edge of the 
bed. With surprise, she saw how drenched the bed was with her pussy-juice; she’d 
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have to dry it as best she could and then flip the mattress for now. Indeed, 
her mouth was dry and when she managed to get to the bathroom she 
drank several glasses of water to replace what she’d drooled out of her 
pussy during the night. 

She got into the shower and let warm water flow over her. For a 
moment she thought she noticed something anomalous, but dismissed at a 
trick of the light and the water in her eyes: her breasts couldn't actually 
have grown slightly. That was just the residuum of fantasy. 

After a hearty breakfast, Aimee found the morning perfectly suited 
for some gardening. But by mid-afternoon she felt strangely depleted. Aimee 
figured out the reason without difficulty — wearing the rings to bed had 
almost certainly kept her from getting very much restorative delta sleep. 
Plenty of dream-ful REM sleep, though, she thought. Bags of that! She 
went upstairs and flopped down on the bed. 

After a few hours, she woke up feeling much refreshed. So good, 
in fact, that she treated herself to another session of mammary bliss under 
the influence of the rings. At the end of the day she used them again, although 
this time she retained the presence of mind to remove them before she fell 
asleep. 

On Sunday, Aimee’s day started with some chores around the house, 


but during the afternoon she had planned to see a movie. It was definitely 
a "chick flick" and something she had saved to watch while Alan was out 
of town. Just before leaving for the theater she gathered up the rings on a 


sudden mischievous notion. Before she went into the auditorium for the 
previews of coming attractions, she slipped into the bathroom and in the 
stall installed the rings on her nipples and slipped an ultra-absorbent maxi 
pad into her panties so as to sop up all of the overflow she was sure to 


produce. 

In her dating life, Aimee had spent some time necking in the back 
row, but such did not compare to what her toys were doing for her. Even 
the mildest innuendo uttered by the actors seemed like expert seduction 


with the rings improving her attitude. After the show, she had to spend 
some more time in the ladies’ room masturbating as clandestinely as she 
possibly could before she could bear to take the rings off long enough to 
drive home. 


Twice more that evening and once the next morning, Aimee put 
the rings on her nipples to enjoy the wonderful pleasures they brought. But 
during the day on Monday, Aimee began to feel a bit of doubt about how 
she was using them. It seemed to her that she was thinking about her breasts 
too often, and she found herself unconsciously nipping her breastbuds in 
private moments. She found the willpower not to go home during the lunch 

hour, but did slip into a book storage room that only she had the key for to 
play with her breasts and masturbate. 

Luckily, it was the last week of the Spring term, and the students 
were as squirrelly as could be and the teachers weren’t expected to 
accomplish great things. Aimee continued to be distracted during the 
afternoon. When she got home, she wanted to go straight for the rings, but 

he decided to defer for the moment. Her body definitely decried this 
decision, but Aimee forced herself to wait until bedtime. 






When the proper hour came, Aimee congratulated herself for h 
restraint and took up the rings and slipped them onto her breasts. As t 
sweet feelings rushed into her, Aimee observed that she definitely was n 
becoming habituated to the use of the rings. If anything, she thought idly, 
her response was perhaps a bit more intense than it had been at the 
beginning. But that thought was quickly dismissed as her female urges 
were whipped into a frenzy, the strokes of the lash falling oh so delightfully 
on her breasts. 

In the morning, Aimee used the rings again before she even had 
time to give the matter any serious thought. It was only afterwards when 
she was in the shower that she wondered whether she should have forgone 
the session. While she was thinking along these lines, she was primed to 
notice that the warm water falling from the showerhead onto her chest 
seemed to be more arousing than usual. Perhaps it would be better to be a 
bit more cautious until her husband was available to answer questions. 
And once she made it to work, the issue emerged more than the day before: 
she found herself thinking about and wanting to touch her breasts more 
and more. During the passing period between classes she moved to a 
hidden corner of the room and opened a closet so as to hide herself from 
anyone arriving early. She took a few moments to reach into her bra to 
steal a few clandestine nips and pinches, hoping they would sustain her for 
the next fifty-five minutes while she faced the students. When lunchtime 
came, she gobbled her meal as quickly as she could so that there would be 
time to feed her starving lower lips what they craved. 

The afternoon was more of the same, and by that time Aimee had 
arrived at home, she knew that she needed to give herself a stern talking 
to. It’s clear that I’m using the rings too much, she thought, from now one 
the rule is only once per day. However, when bedtime rolled around, she 
clarified for herself, "T Il use them at bedtime but not in the morning." The 
matter rationalized, Aimee slipped the rings over her nipples once more. 
She felt a certain type of release from the tension of waiting for her chance 
to experience the ring’s power that was almost as good in its way as the 
release of sexual tension brought forth by the orgasm she gave herself. In 
fact, she decided to enjoy a "second coming" and even a third before she 
was completely sated. Only then did she remove the rings and compose 
herself for sleep. 

The final week of instruction in the term continued in rather the 
same way, with Aimee suffering from distraction but getting away with it 
among the generally high spirits of both students and teachers anticipating 
the summer break. Aimee came to be glad that she had not scheduled 
herself to teach summer session in anticipation of her honeymoon. Although 
through the week Aimee kept her resolution not to use the rings more than 
once per day, her actual achievement was blunted by the fact that the one 
evening session that she vouchsafed herself was growing longer and longer 
every night. Further, she was cheating little excuses to touch her breasts 
more and more often. 

At last Friday rolled around and Aimee bid farewell to her students 
for the summer. The last day had been a busy one for the teachers, if not 
for the students, and Aimee felt like staying at home and cocooning for the 
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evening. She looked at the selections available on the DVD rack in her 
den and her attention was drawn to one disk in particular. It was an X-rated 
title, a gag gift from her bachelorette party. She’d never watched such a 
thing in her life, though she had left it in plain view so that Alan could 
imagine her daring to do so. But a strange mood was upon her and the 
picture on the case fed that mood. The image showed two women with 
abundant feminine charms busy with mutual breast play. The text blurb 
implied more of the same. No doubt the friends who had given it to her 
intended it ironically because there was no adult woman she knew who 
was as "spare of tit" as she was. Impulsively, she decided to use her time 
with the rings this evening to watch her gift disk. 

So it was that a bit later she was seated comfortably in a big recliner, 
a bowl of microwave popcorn and a glass of Diet Coke on the table beside 
her, a towel tucked under her bare bottom, and the black and silver rings in 
her hand. She put on the rings and pressed play on the remote. She found 
out there was something to be said, after all, for the selection that her friends 
had made. In truth, this selection was rather more suited to appeal to a 
female than many such titles: 1t wasn't quite as explicit as most, and had 
even had a sketchy romantic plot. And the pleasuring power of the rings on 
her nipples seemed somehow to further make up for the artistic lapses in 


the cinematography. 

The scene that had provided the cover illustration for the title left Aimee 
breathing rapidly as the two actresses fawned for many minutes over each 
other’s bosoms. With the rings working their spell on her, Aimee could 


almost believe that they were enchanted in truth, and that some strange 
voodoo power was at work that she must feel everything the women did 
for each other. Aimee imagined that each caress and kiss the characters 


lavished upon each other went directly to her as well via some forgotten 
sympathetic magic. 

Later there was another vignette that seemed to particularly fascinate 
Aimee. In this scene the central actress brought her lover to climax between 
her very pretty breasts, causing him to spurt onto her chest and throat. 
Watching it happen made her suddenly understand the phrase, "pearl 
necklace" that she’d overheard in the dorm at college and hadn’t understood 


until just then. 

So after watching the entire movie under the rings” influence, she 
used the "scene select" function on the remote to move directly to the 
vignette that had appealed. As she watched the attractive couple make love, 
Aimee began to masturbate in earnest. Soon, her eyes were glued to the 
screen as she watched how the actress manipulated her breasts to please 

her partner in ways that Aimee herself could not accomplish. The actress 

used many different strokes — firmer and lighter, faster and slower, 

coordinated and chaotic — to surprise and pleasure her well-muscled swain. 

Over and over again Aimee reset the scene and watched it again, and it 

always happened that the climaxes from her two-handed masturbation struck 

just as the male character succumbed to his partner’s wiles and spurted his 
tribute to her sexual skill all over her feminine bounty. 

After many such iterations a sated Aimee found the remote again 

and hit the stop button. She let her hands fall to her sides bonelessly and 







simply lay in the recliner panting for some time. Then she brought h 
hands back up to her chest and playfully pantomimed the motions that s 
had admired. But her smile changed to a frown when her hands encountere 
something she did not expect. She yanked off the rings and ran to the 
bathroom for a look in the mirror. 

The woman in the glass was not utterly boobless, with nothing but 
areoles. Her puffies were mounted upon some degree of curvature. Not a 
lot, but the students she taught often bought their first training bras to 
contain that much. She poked at the yielding flesh experimentally and felt 
1t compress pleasantly underneath her fingertip. Then she opened her hand 
and looked down at the rings lying so innocently on her palm. She set 
them down upon the bathroom counter and walked away to think. 

These rings are making me grow! Amy thought in shock. J shouldn't 
use them again. She went to the refrigerator and poured some milk and sat 
down at the kitchen table to drink it. PU wait until Alan comes home; that's 
the safest course. 


oOo 


But in the morning, her resolve was tested right away. Some part 
of her cried out for the rings’ tender consolation, and she hastily made the 
decision to get out of the house and out into the fine summer weather. She 
took only enough time to dress and grab a daypack and her car keys before 
heading out the door. She drove to a State Park north of the city, stopping 
along the way to buy a few picnic supplies. Before long she was hiking 
along a woodland path. 

The exercise was very healthful, but it didn’t do very much to quench 
the desire that burned like an ember ready to flare up at any moment within 
her nipples. In fact, as she walked along she was bouncing slightly in a 
way that she never had before and the friction between her breastbuds and 
her blouse was the doing wonderful things that she could not ignore, will 
she or nil she. Often her hands drifted unconsciously upwards to add to the 
stimulation, and time and time again she had to yank them away. 

Unbidden, a wayward thought infiltrated itself into her mind, and 
once there she found herself unable to dismiss it: Would it be so bad if I 
just let them grow? Her good sense said that there were too many unknowns 
in that scenario, that she should just wait. But in her mind’s eye, she formed 
a picture of pleasuring Alan with an abundant bosom as she had seen the 
actress in the DVD doing. What would it feel like, she wondered, for her 
and for him? If she held her breasts in such a way that her first two fingers 
on each hand clasped her own nips, it seemed that she would get as much 
out of it as he did. 

Suddenly, Aimee popped out of her reverie, taking in the realization 
that she was masturbating her nipples again, and hauled her hands to her 
sides once more. But in coming into contact with her clothed breasts she 
realized that they had changed yet again. She unbuttoned her blouse and 
peered at herself critically. There was no doubting it; her puffies were 
perched on some real curvature. "What am I going to do?" she asked herself 
out loud. 












In light of these new signs of transformation, when Aimee got back 
home from her hike she sought out the rings. J should just put them in an 
envelope and mail them to myself; get them out of my reach for a time, she 
thought. But as she looked down to where they lay on the table beside her 
bed, she reconsidered. What if they got lost in the mail? I don't know how 
expensive they were to make. In truth, it was a rationalization. She didn’t 
want to be rid of them. Aimee’s body ached for the now familiar pleasure 
rush and it argued forcefully with her as she contemplated putting them 
beyond her reach. In the end her hunger won, and all of a moment she 
yanked her blouse open, popping buttons all around. She snatched up the 
rings and popped them into place. Aimee swooned onto her bed with a 
moan mixed from together from pleasure and relief — and also from disgust 
at her lack of self-control. But paradoxically, the shame seemed somehow 
to inflame her passions all the more. She masturbated over and over with 
wild abandon as the afternoon wore on, because in the little oblivion of 
climax she could forget for a few seconds how ashamed she felt about 
giving in to this strange addiction to her own body. 


oOo 


Just as she woke the next morning, even as her hand was reaching 
for the rings, Aimee had a sudden inspiration. She didn’t stop to think or 
ponder about the idea, she simply acted. She ran around the room, tossing 
necessaries into an overnight bag. "It’s summer, I should visit the beach," 
she said to no one in particular. In no time at all she was in her car and 
driving. The unseemly haste was necessary — she needed to be out the door 
and gone before even considering whether or not to take the rings with her. 
She understood that if she paused even for a moment to think about the 
issue, her body would betray her as it had the day before. 

Aimee resolutely diverted herself from thinking about her breasts 
as she drove through the summer morning to the coast. She chose a hotel 
along the beach and checked in. Then as she began to change into her 
bathing suit for beach lounging, she stopped to giggle. Her old bikini top, 
comprising two simple triangles of fabric and which had been adequate to 
cover her puffies and little else before, had been rendered obsolete. She 
had more substance than ever, and new breastflesh protruded from the edges 
of the garment in three directions on a side. She put a robe over herself, 
and headed down to the hotel shops to buy something that would fit her 
better. 

A bit later, clad in a new, much more voluminous bathing suit, 
Aimee began reading a novel while relaxing under an umbrella. Then her 
attention was drawn by a familiar sultry Southern drawl. "Well, if’n it ain't 
my ol’ roommate! How are you, deary-dear?" 

Aimee blinked and looked up, suddenly filling with happiness 
and fear both at the same time. She felt happiness because Cynthia had 
been her roommate for four years of college and was a sweet, warm-hearted 
person whom Aimee had really missed. But this was exactly the wrong 
ime to become reacquainted. There was no way to mention that, though. 


Instead, Aimee said, "I’m good! I found a teaching job after graduatio 
with no trouble at all." 

Cynthia’s gaze lingered on Aimee’s breasts briefly. "Ah see you’a 
have had a li”l work done. Did you’all get inspired by li”1 ol’ me?" Cynthia 
posed, showing off her bikini clad bosom to best advantage. Cynthia’s 
breasts were an all-natural marvel, full yet firm. 

Aimee gulped. She's started already, she thought. Out loud, she 
said, "No, it’s not surgery. It’s...well...hard to explain." Aimee’s fear 
stemmed from the fact that Cynthia had a boundless sexual appetite and 
had made herself an expert seductress in order to satisfy it. Cynthia was 
straight, in the main, but back in school if she came home from a date that 
hadn’t turned out as hoped and she was hot and bothered, she was willing 
to turn to one of her own for the remedy. More than a few times, Cynthia’s 
casual touch on her roommate’s arm was parleyed into a friendly backrub 
and then into a playful kiss and them into a warm cuddle, and before Aimee 
could say how it happened, she was rubbing Cynthia’s pussy with her 
own, or clutched together with her in 69. 

"Well, why don’t we go get us an iced tea and catch up, deary- 
dear?" 

"Pd love that," Aimee agreed. Silently she added, But none of that 
other stuff. I'm married now. 


oOo 


The two friends had a good long talk by the pool. It was Long 
Island iced teas that Cynthia had purchased for them, and by a certain 
point Aimee was feeling pleasantly unfocused. Then as the two walked 
along an otherwise unoccupied lanai towards the main building, Cynthia 
returned to the first question. "Ah’m still itchin’ to know what happened to 
your li’! boobies. Do they feel as soft as they look?" And with those words, 
she fell back a step, embraced Aimee from behind, and deftly slipped her 
hands under the fabric of the new bathing top. 

Aimee had been steeling herself to resist any subtle seduction from 
Cynthia, and somehow Cynthia deduced that from faint clues. When 
Cynthia instead adopted a sudden startling approach, Aimee was not ready 
in mind or in body to resist it. When the nipples that had been silently 
nagging Aimee for attention all day suddenly received it from Cynthia’s 
talented hands, Aimee was stunned into acting on primal instinct. She tossed 
her hair to bare the back of her neck to Cynthia to be kissed and nibbled. 

Cynthia hastened to accept the implied invitation. She drew her 
tongue and teeth lightly across the tender skin just below Aimee’s hairline; 
Aimee had never been able to resist that back in college. And she also 
sensed from her friend’s reaction that somehow her breasts were not only 
larger, but more sensitive than ever. She nipped and tugged the nipples she 
held and quickly had Aimee’s knees trembling with lust. "Do you’ all have 
a room here?" she whispered huskily. 

"This way," Aimee said, tugging her friend along towards the 
elevators. As they rode one of the cars up to the eighth floor, the two 
women flung themselves at each other, kissing fervently. Aimee ground 
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her breasts against her old friend, hungry for any scrap of stimulation for them. The 
two stumbled, still groping each other to the door to Aimee’s room. She managed to 
get it open, and they spilled each other onto the wide bed. 

Aimee yanked her top off over her head in one rough motion and jammed one 
of her nipples into Cynthia’s mouth. Aimee felt for the first time in her life the sensation 
her breast having enough substance to squash sweetly against a lover’s face, and the 
novelty was powerfully erotic. She cradled Cynthia’s head in her arms and guided it 
back and forth and back and forth, first to one breast and then another and back again. 

Cynthia let her mouth be guided, but down below her hand took the initiative. 
She slipped the margin of Aimee’s bikini bottom to one side to expose her girl-slit. A 
well trained fingertip parted Aimee’s labia and moved a dollop of slipperiness up to 
her sweet spot. That fingertip began to move. Teasingly at first, but then with carefully 
metered increases in pace and pressure, Cynthia masturbated Aimee with consumate 
skill. She controlled her lover’s experience, driving her to barely endurable levels of 
arousal before letting her finally have the blessed relief of orgasm. 

Aimee released Cynthia’s head and panted to regain her breath. Then she felt 
Cynthia shift in the bed and realized that the other woman had presented her own 
pussy for attention. Filled with gratitude for what she’d just been given, Aimee threw 
her mouth against Cynthia’s moist gash and tongued it for all she was worth. And if 
her technique was less expert than Cynthia’s, it had the charm of sincere, driven passion. 
Aimee lost all track of time in her adoration of the vulva under her tongue, so much so 
that at length when Cynthia had been utterly sated she had to tell Aimee it was time to 
stop. 

Feeling strangely drained, Aimee rolled onto her back and felt the unaccustomed 
feeling of her breasts reorienting themselves to gravity as she turned. Cynthia smiled 
down at her in affection and satiation, both. She decided how to gently close the 
experience, and took off her own top, freeing her much bigger breasts. Then she straddled 
Aimee and gently stroked her lover’s breasts with her own. It was a slow, languorous 
massage, intended to soothe, rather than inflame. And it succeeded in its intent: within 
minutes, Aimee was gently snoring. 


oOo 


When the sun came peeping through the window to wake Aimee up the next 
morning, she felt fine...briefly. Then she remembered what she had done the night 
before. I cheated on my husband! she thought, completely distressed. What kind of 
wife am I? Of course there were extenuating circumstances — her unfamiliarity with 
the way the rings had tampered with her erogenous potential, Cynthia’s unique 
awareness of her sexual responses. But the guilt Aimee felt was sure and strong. 

There was a note from Cynthia on the table. "Sweetie, I need to get back to my 
hotel or the gals P’ m vacationing with will worry. I loved seeing you again. Here’s my 
address so you can write me. Love, your roomie." Aimee paused after reading it. Her 
first impulse was to tear it into tiny pieces, but finally she mastered herself and put the 
note in her purse. She felt terrible, but knew that Cynthia hadn’t meant to hurt her. 
Perhaps one day they could meet again when Aimee was in better control. 

She looked around the room, at the disheveled bed, and began to pack up her 
clothes. She’d planned to stay here for some days at least, but she couldn't bear to 
remain at the scene of her crime. Shortly, she was telling the desk clerk that she’d 
decided to leave early. 


Aimee got in her car, and started driving away from the hotel. 
Having been too absorbed in thought to form a particular plan, she ended 
up back at her house for lack of an alternative. She dumped her suitcase 
listlessly and went upstairs. Then she saw the rings and remembered why 
she’d fled in the first place. She gazed at them longingly, her body eager to 
submerge in pleasure and her mind ready to accept the forgetfulness that 
would bring. She walked slowly towards the table, unbuttoning her blouse 
as she went. By that evening, her addiction was complete. 


oOo 


A few weeks later, Alan’s taxi pulled off the freeway and onto the 
residential streets of his neighborhood. It was a good hour and a half later 
than the airline schedule called for. He was glad he’d phoned ahead and 
left a message warning Aimee about the likely storm delays and told her 
not to come to the airport. He hoped that his wife was as worked up and 
ready for sex as he was. Six weeks without was an even longer time for 
him than he’d expected. But then when the cab pulled into the driveway 


and he was paying the fair, he got a brief glimpse of Aimee peeking through 
the window blinds. She was naked, Alan noted with satisfaction. That’s my 
girl! he thought. 

He went in his front door and dropped his suitcase. "Oh honey, 


I’ve missed you so..." But there the sentence stopped. Alan stood stock 
still with his jaw hanging open as he took in the sight of his wife, who 


presented an image quite different than he remembered it. The puffy nipples 
he loved were still there, but they now crowned a pair of lovely, full breasts. 
Though they thrust themselves towards him proudly, they had so much 


mass that they cleaved together where they crowded each other for space 
in the middle of her chest. He tore his eyes away from the incredible sight 


and looked at her face. He couldn’t sort out all the emotions he saw there: 
love, shame, passion, and embarrassment, for certain. Alan glanced back 
at her breasts again and the twinkling of the LED’s on the rings drew his 


eye. This side effect hadn’t been in any of his computer models! He shook 
off his startlement enough to close his gaping mouth. His wife smiled in 
© appeal, somehow mixing hopefulness and hopelessness at the same time. 


He assayed an encouraging grin. "You went and overdid it, didn’t you!" 
) He held out his arms to her, and she scurried into them gratefully. 


oOo 


Two hours later, Aimee was waiting for her husband again. She’d 
begun by explaining how she had fallen into addiction to the power of the 
rings, leaving out only her indiscretion with Cynthia. He in his turn 
apologized for having missed the potential for this sort of outcome. He’d 

aken back the rings and gone to lock them out of reach, and when he came 


back he found Aimee engaged in desperate breast play, trying with h 
fingers and her mouth to replace some of what she had lost. Alan had co 

to her, tried to soothe her and distract her, or alternatively get her attentio 
focused on him. But Aimee couldn't concentrate on other things for long 
before the demands of her nipples claimed her attention. Alan had finally 
declared he needed to get specialized equipment to deal with her 
predicament, and driven off into the evening. Now Aimee waited naked on 
the couch, petting and sucking on her breasts and groaning over the lack of 
even more stimulation. 

Then she heard the key in the door and looked to see her husband 
come in with two plain brown shopping bags. He came over and kissed 
her tenderly, then dumped his purchases on the floor. Aimee couldn't sort 
out exactly what it was, but black leather seemed to be the primary 
ingredient. She’d spared but little attention from her compulsive breast 
play when he’d fastened a padded leather belt around each of her upper 
thighs. She started to get an inkling of what was afoot when similar padded 
leather bracelets had been placed around her wrists. But then when he 
moved to bring her right wrist to her right thigh, she cried out, "Oh, no!" 

"Darling, you need to have some time without stimulation to get 
yourself under control again," Alan murmured encouragingly. 

"There’s got to be another way!" Aimee blurted. "I'll go crazy if I 
just stop!" 

"No you won't. I'll give you other pleasures instead. I'll stay with 
you morning, noon, and night and take care of you. But you’ ve got to get 
back in control, or there’ ll be nothing for it but you’ll have to ask a surgeon 
to deaden the sensation permanently." 

That truth horrified Aimee into submission, and she allowed her 
wrists to be bound to the outside parts of her thighs. But as soon as her 
hands were secured, the aching hunger of her breasts to be stimulated 
returned full force. She assayed a suggestion. "All right," she stammered, 
"now I’m ready for you to wean me off gradually. Suck me, honey. Suck 
my nipples." 

"Sweetheart, you have to learn how to go completely without, or 
you won’t be able to go back to your job in the Fall." 

"But I’m not ready to go cold turkey!" 

"Suppose I suck your sweet clitty, instead?” Alan bowed his head 
to his wife’s pussy and licked at it reverently. 

It did feel wonderful, but it wasn’t the sort of wonderful Aimee 
craved. "My titties, too. I promise Pll get by with just a little, but I need 
something! Please! 

Alan paused what he was doing and murmured coaxingly, "Just 
focus on what I’m doing. How hard could it be to get into me going down 
on you?" He resumed exploring her slit with his tongue. 





"I just need it, that’s all! If you don’t suck my titties, PIl...P' 11... Iwon’t come 
for you! I'll just lie here like a cold fish until your tongue wears out." 

"Ooo, a challenge!" Alan said. He focused single-mindedly on his wife’s pink 
pearl and flicked his tongue over it as fast as he could. But it wasn’t a challenge, really. 
Within seconds Aimee sucked in a gasp of air and her body went rigid. Then she 
flipped and flopped like a fresh fish out of water as she went through the stages of a 
powerful multiple orgasm. 

After the spasm had finished storming through her, Aimee started to cry, and 
Alan switched positions and cuddled her head. "There, there, darling," he crooned. 

"I have no control over anything!" Aimee wailed. "I can’t stop playing with 
my breasts, I can’t stop myself from coming when you want me to, I can’t stop anything." 

"Don’t forget to add, “I can’t stop my husband from loving me,’ and ‘I can’t 
stop him from helping me get my control back.’ Let’s go upstairs, dear." He helped her 
to her feet and guided her up to the bedroom. 

But when they got there, Aimee’s addiction goaded her to try one more act of 
defiance. She posed in her bondage, turning her body to expose her abundant new 
bosom at the best possible angle. "I've been dreaming for weeks of how I would titty- 
fuck you when you got home. How I would squeeze you between my breasts and 
stroke you until you came all over my throat. Can’t we at least do that first?" 

Now it was Alan’s turn to need to summon some will power. He’d married 
Aimee for her many good qualities and in spite of her tiny breasts. His fondest fantasy 
was that he could have it all — a sweet wife with an abundant bosom besides — and now 
he was staring her in the face. Aimee seemed to sense Alan’s moment of weakness, and 
she rocked her hips slightly to set her huge breasts into hypnotizing motion. 

Alan came this close to succumbing to her charms, but finally said, "There 
will be many chances for that later. For now, let’s just make love." He scooped her up 
and laid her on the bed. 

Then as he began to undress, Aimee conceived a new tactic. "No, none of that," she 
declared nonchalantly. "No fucking. You do not have my permission.” And with that 
she clamped her thighs together ostentatiously. 

Alan cocked his eyebrow at her. As he finished taking off his pants, revealing 
his erection, he said, "Well there”s nothing I can do about that. Every woman is allowed 
to say no — even a wife to a husband." He got on the bed and supported himself above 
her on hands and knees. "All I can do is hope you change your mind." He tilted his hips 
so that the head of his cock nudged up against the base of her mons, just where her 
clitoris lay in hiding below. Then he began pressing up against her rhythmically. He 
bent his head down and lightly kissed her face, and Aimee tried to use the moment to 
her advantage and rub her breasts against his chest. But with her arms linked to her 
thighs, she had no leverage to hoist her chest upwards and she failed to make contact. 
She moaned feelingly over the missed opportunity. 

Alan continued to hump his wife’s clitoris. "T d certainly like to be inside you. 
I think you'd like it, too. You used to like it," he told her. 

"I still like it," Aimee averred. "Just kiss my nipples, just one time each and 
Ill spread wide open for you." 
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"I can't. And I’m as sad about that as you are. I love your puffies. 
Id never take them out of my mouth if I could somehow arrange that. And 
as soon as we beat your addiction, I’ll gladly suck them day after day as 
long as we both shall live. How’s that for a deal?" 

"But I need something now! It’s not just missing what the rings 
do. l’ m so much more sensitive than used to be. It’s like I have a clitoris on 
the top of each breast!" 

"That's why we have to be strong now. How much more difficult 
would it be to cure an alcoholic if she was expected to have a few stiff 
drinks every night but was expected not to binge during the day? You've 
got to have nothing for a time so you know that you can get past a day 
without." 

Aimee didn’t answer with her voice, but instead exerted an outward 
pressure with her knees. Alan cooperated and brought his knees inboard of 
hers. The she closed her eyes and whispered, "Make love to me." 

Alan changed his angle and submerged himself into his wife’s 
juiciness. I felt completely wonderful, and he wanted to bring his upper 
body in contact with hers, feel how those luscious new breasts would feel 


against his chest. But didn’t dare...yet. 

"Don’t hold back for me," Aimee murmured. "I want to feel you 
come hard for me, and I had all I needed downstairs." Alan accepted his 
wife’s directive and let his own needs control pace and pressure. Quite 


soon he exploded within her, the deprivation of weeks and all the erotic 
strangeness of that evening fueling a mighty orgasmic blast. He didn’t 


remain long in her thereafter, for he’d expended the strength it would have 
taken to support him above her but away from her breasts. He rolled beside 
her and laid his arm across her tummy. "I love you,” they both said at the 


same moment. 


oOo 
e They had planned a long honeymoon in southern France, but their 
changed circumstances confined them largely to their house that summer. 


Honeymoons are supposed to be intimate, but Alan and Aimee’s took 

© intimacy to a whole new level. Aimee could not be trusted out of her bondage 

at first, and Alan had to do everything for her. All the little exigencies of 

life — he had to feed her and wash her and brush her teeth. He had to turn 

the page of her newspaper, and put her DVD's in the player, and masturbate 

her vulva when she needed him to take the edge off her cravings. That last 
seemed to be needed every time he turned around for the first few days. 

After many days, Aimee convinced Alan that she was safe for a 

trip outside. He released her arms and they walked to the park and had ice 

cream cones. But once back in the house, she declared that she needed to 

eturn to her bondage. She admitted that she’d fought off temptation by the 

kin of her teeth, and let her husband buckle her wrists to her thighs again. 


Still, it was a hopeful signpost, and starting the next day, Aim 
spent a little more time each day with her arms free. There were so 
setbacks, when Aimee would without really planning it reach for her breast 
and Alan would have to seize her hands. They went and had a bra in her 
new size fitted with thick nipple pads to reduce the impact of little slip- 
ups. Finally, when the fall term was looming, they decided it was time to 
see 1f Aimee had recovered enough to receive some stimulation without 
then binging on it. 

Itwas mid-morning when they began the experiment. As seriously 
as if they were about to try to defuse a bomb, Alan freed Aimee’s arms 
from restraint, and Aimee removed her special bra. "Ok," Alan said, "we 
just work our plan. I'll give you some light stimulation while you 
masturbate. Then we’ll just have an ordinary day together." 

Aimee nodded and arranged herself on the bed. Alan got himself 
comfortable beside her, then gently stroked her breasts for a while, 
consciously avoiding the nipples. They were mammary perfection against 
his hands. The skin was warm and soft, and their heavy mass yielded just 
the right amount against the pressure his fingertips applied. Aimee flinched 
towards bringing her own hands to bear as well, but then restrained herself. 
After a time, Alan solemnly brought his lips towards her left nipple. He 
cupped her breast gently and took its tip into his mouth. 

A long moan was torn from Aimee’s throat as the pleasure hit her. 
Living for weeks under the stimulation of the rings had sensitized her tips 
twenty fold. An erotic rush surged through her breasts and into her loins, 
and her hand snapped to its duty between her legs. It was over all too soon. 
The moment Alan put his hand to her right nipple and rolled it lightly 
between his finger and thumb, Aimee was practically twisted inside out by 
the strength of her climax. 

Per the plan, Alan stopped what he was doing, and Aimee 
whimpered in negation. "I didn’t know P'd come that fast when I agreed to 
stop after the first. Let me go one more." 

"You can rub your pussy all day if you're still horny. But we agreed 
your nipples would be stimulated only for the first one." 

"Oh no...” Aimee groaned, "It was so good!" 

"And we’ ll do it again tomorrow if you can make it through today. 
We’d planned to leave your hands free for the rest of the day. But if you 
really can’t make it..." 

"No. PI try." 

Alan watched her like a hawk all day long, but somehow, Aimee 
managed to get through it. She had to concentrate on her motions ceaselessly 
— any moment of inattention and the siren song her breasts were singing 
would have had to be answered. But she did get through it. 

True to his word, Alan vouchsafed Aimee a little more the next 
day. They made love with her riding him astride so that she could drag her 
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nipples back and forth against his chest. A little more was permitted her each day, but 
only during the prescribed time and according to the prescribed limits. Then on the last 
day before school was due to begin for her again, it was time for the final exam. 

Alan said, "We need to see if you can get through a day even after a serious 
challenge. Otherwise you’ll just have to tell the school district they”11 have to find a 
last-minute substitute." He let his serious expression soften. "I’m more than ready for 
that titty-fuck you offered that first night I was back." 

Aimee's eyes widened, then glowed with eagerness. She pushed him down on 
a footstool and kneeled before him. She buffeted her husband’s cock into full erection 
with soft blows first from one huge breast and then the other. She drew her nipples in 
upward strokes against the tender underside of his manhood until neither of them could 
see straight. Only then did she envelop him utterly in the deep cleft between her breasts. 
She cupped her masses with her palms and took a tender grip on own nips between her 
finger and thumb and stroked up and down. The top and bottom of each stoke when 
she changed direction and consequently tugged extra hard on her nipples was a barely 
endurable ecstasy. Then just as she saw her husband arch his back, Aimee felt strangely. 
A few seconds later, she scarcely felt the spurt of hot, sticky fluid onto her neck and 
chin because two bolts of absolute bliss were blasting through her from their origin in 
her nipples. 

Aimee lost control of her balance in the wake of the twin onslaughts on her 
nervous system. She found her self in her husband’s arms as he’d lunged forward to 
catch her and lower her to the floor. "Oh Alan, I came! I had two nipple climaxes and 
it felt wonderful! I’ ve never felt so good, even under the rings." 

"And what are you going to do about it,” he asked her meaningfully. 

Aimee blinked and pulled herself back to reality. Regretfully, she said, "T I try 
to learn more about it. Tomorrow." 

Alan grinned. "That’s my girl!" 


oOo 


Aimee had to endure a lot of twittering and giggling on the first day of the new 
school year. Everyone in the school soon learned about how "boobless Aimee" had 
blossomed over the summer. But she managed to keep her hands off herself, at least 
until she was home with Alan and they were making love. They did experiment as 
promised, and with a bit of persistence, Alan sucked each of her tips to the climax that 
Aimee averred was even better than her clit was capable of providing. 

Over time, Aimee completely assimilated her hypercharged sexuality into her 
life, and the leathers she’d needed during the depths of her addiction were retired, 
except for the occasional special event. They even got to where they could joke about 
it. The next time Alan had to leave on a long trip, Aimee asked disingenuously, "Say, 
you wouldn’t happen to have a sparkling ring that fits around the tip of my clit, would 
you?" 


The End 


